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AIR 
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roses 


chime 


their echoes of glass broken, 
broken glass cast pure notes 


denoting roses’ plain white 
their white against tree iron 


tree dilapidates in the face of dawn 
in liquid dawn tree dissolves back 
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umbrella 


the type of wind 
you cannot not find 


breath in, its 


frail silks black circle 
sheltering — 


© Chris Murray, 2014, 2021 


Published by Bone Orchard Press, 2021 


umbrella 


IL. 


her body expected fragrance 
maybe purple-tinged, instead, 


instead a static efflorescence 
held in liquid air 
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mixing wind 


the mixing wind does not touch her face shield. 


not once impinges its armour / 
she walks into a pattern of scented-tree 


wind did not carry its perfume to her 
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idol 


coarse grass blackening 
near a hollowing bedrock, flame 


stirred by the mixing wind plays 
through my skin. 


That is no pagan view, 
the mountain is older than holy, 


a place for the elements to play 
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without title 


she walks in the cross-current of nothing that is visible, 
step-by-step through liquid air 
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spiderweb 


its gauze hammock filters 

the glazed mountain— 
snaps then, 

blows back its silks 


not its steel, bedrock 
its caught-in 
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thistle roll 


thistle roll 
twig sphere 
scatters a 


thicket clump 
is red-tipped, 


a) 


blown-feather 
bag blown 


bird-corpse let lie 
its throat opened-out 


purple the thistle-roll 
and hue, 
purple the cry. 
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tear 


a field of ewes, their winter wool loose 
blown down to the rusted gate. 


a flower clock banks each moment to the birthing, 
their mothering. 


their rich milk a wellspring — 
spring now, and 
a breeze tickles the white cloud 


their winter coat shed, wind still barbs her cries 
they ignore her labouring 
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tear 
every animal sound 
every bird sound, 


a roar in her shattering skull 


wind is a tear, a riot at the clawed gate 
brother brother your sister cries for breath 


this is what fear is. 
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reclaim 


robins came to hear her state his charred words 
to the trees, a horse. 


she watched him observe the fly caught, 
the bee’s need. 


a heron’s cry as it take flight 


© Chris Murray, 2014, 2021 


Published by Bone Orchard Press, 2021 


labouring 


they made her breathe: quick/quicken her breath 
(to rip the integument) to spill forward a strong life 


and breathe (catch-it-in) 
breathe/exorcise the poisoning 


(breathe/ milk sweetened here even now) 


breathe/breath/ 
breathe-in 


and out - 
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EARTH 
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ice 


plundered ground 
leaves-breathe-in 
the willow grove 


glass lies: fire and ice 
plume of trees: white in shit 
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signature 
this is my time, 
green clouds the willow-grove 


green-tree emanant — 


a signature of their making 
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signature 


two bird notes 
stave-clung 
in the feathered cold 


not amber dawn can obliterate 
they sway their branches— 
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scorched earth-technique 


pitch her heart, 
her tell-tale heart 


trough-pitch-it 
smoke her entrails, 


fire the darts she sends 
in missives to dismember. 


better now she raves to a pitch 
than renew her use - 


the final sword is taken up 
the time for endgame is near, 
my dear. 
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the nodding daisies mourn 


bent arc of its chest, 
the birdcage laid bare 
on dew drenched grass. 


one velvet-tipped-glove lies open, 
supplicant on the altar of the rising sun. 
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feathered 


wing wearies its soul on grey ground 
tooth-bared it grins, 


Tam butt-naked bitch 


someone trods on it. 


© Chris Murray, 2014, 2021 


Published by Bone Orchard Press, 2021 


new trees: silver birch 


there are three— 
two crows dance 
steel-beaking the mounds round 
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new trees: a willow for the grove 


she watched the men 
dig a space 
alongside the willow grove 


she watched the intimacy of her unveiling. 


broken glass and delphine soil glitter 
She is not a willow, 
some type of evergreen — 
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winter flowering almond tree 


embarrassed somewhat by the shabbiness of her dress 
she exudes a sweat of seed clusters, diamante fruits. 


there! 
she charms 
her taffetas rustle 
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Sparrows 


small-bodied, 
they chuff their heats 


through bare branches 
making blossom as they 


flit (...) 


singing a riot up 
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FIRE 
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a rough wooing 


great dawn stretches his golden fingers 
into and about slumbering Danae 


slowly she viviates 
rounds him about 


"Fuck off 
(declares she) 
I need my kip' 
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reductio ad absurdum 


a tattered red fabric 
in the mud fray 


and the blue is 
not twinkling its glass 


in grass (yet) 


there/ a 
whole spectrum lit 


its cold colours 
artificially bright 


they tap the sun’s great orb 
split it & 
pour his fire into small drops 
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cup 


nest rests 
her cup 


(heart, feather) 


into wood 
winds 
capillary 


In air (above) 
sky is a heart caught 
red, its amber spilling 


nest stills 
her dust 


and moss 


breathe out 
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WATER 
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three shorts 


roadlake rushes to, pours 

its pools onto the pathways. 
Mercury-mirrors dot them, 
imaging the trees’ dark sway. 


I. 


dawnsong onesong, a lonesong 
of blackbird, wren or thrush 

note rises. Pipe-up to crescendo 
at tree’s-apex’ spring’s green-rush 


Il. 


onesong arises, dawn’s aubade. 
Two songs, lonesong or more 
sweet the air. An after-storm. 
From the tree, the bird soars. 
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dawning on the square 

burnt ochre to umber liquefies the dark 
indigo and charcoal quicken, they bleed 
-a capillary of sorts. 


the colours ground establish a sky: 


the opaques, ochre from the dirt 
the blues - a stone. 
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forysthia 
scrags of blossom 
yellow in the spermed 


morning fog, 


- spring 
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Envoi 


wind cools 
plays against helpless skin 


the salts of 
calming tears 
(skin/cool-ing) 


always and ever 
she goes back— 
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